THE SCENE IS CHANGED

misusing the stage and frustrating the actor and boring the
audience.
I remember many things about the year 1911, including
my own retirement to a cottage to write comedies, a move
that coincided with a heat wave, a railroad strike, and an
international crisis which threatened to blow up the world
just three years too soon. My cellar-book also links this
year with the framework of later life, for it was an excellent
year for burgundy. In our theatre the interest of the year
began early and well, for on January soth the Reinhardt
Company opened at the London Coliseum. I was there
that day, and would not have been absent for the world
from such an occasion. Having seen the first performance
in the afternoon I saw the second in the evening, and the
third next afternoon, and so on while funds and opportunity
lasted. The play, if one could call it such, was an Arabian
Nights entertainment founded upon the story of Noureddin
and the Pair Persian: the title was Sumurun, Victor
Hollander wrote the music and there was no text other than
the sequence of action (one could not call it a libretto) devised
by Friedrich Freska. There were several acting or miming
performances in the fiist rank: one, obviously supreme,
was that of Ernst Matray in the part of the clown. Direction
was evident in every movement in every scene ; and this
was the work of Reinhardt, whose theatrical/tair, to put it at
the lowest, had contrived to make a masterpiece of its kind
out of an old highly-coloured tale and a good company of
mimes and some near-Eastern music. By what strange
accident or providence Sumurun reached the stage of a
London family vaudeville theatre, nobody could explain.
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